CHAPTER 267 


April 15, 2014 


“You know the best thing about college is you only have class, like, three days a 
wee... Oh dear god.” 


Justin walked down the stairs of the dormitory, rubbing his eyes as he woke up with 
glee to his day off from having to sit in class and be lectured. He didn’t have many 
plans in particular; he’d probably just hang around with Chie all day, maybe doa 
little catching up with Yu since they hadn’t seen each other in so long. And yet even 
though he had little to no plans on how to spend his time to day, he did know what 
he had planned NOT to do. And that was listen to Erin go a thousand miles an hour. 
Now, part of him was hoping she had remembered her pills today, and perhaps she 
did, but alas, that wasn’t really the problem. What Justin saw as he marched down 
the stairs struck him to his very core. He would have been happier to have walked 
down the stairs and found everyone lying in pools of blood. His eyes darted back 
and forth for a moment before resting on Erin once again. 


“Alright. Who the fuck gave her coffee!?” Justin shouted angrily. She was hyper 
enough without giving her caffine. He was seriously going to strangle whoever did 
this. Erin turned around, slightly caught off guard, though smiling all the same. I’m 
going to guess sure was already on a huge sugar high that she wasn’t offended over 
what was pretty obviously an insult to her and her behavior. 


“Oh hey Justin. | made coffee. Not too much though. Like just a pot. Or two. Or 
three. It’s decaf though. | think. | may have put a lot of sugar in it. | don’t like coffee 
black. Speaking of which we’re out of sugar. Completely gone. | didn’t want to use 
the last one, because | didn’t know if it worked like trash where if you fill it you have 
to take it out. But | did. So yeah. We need some more sugar. Like a lot more.” She 
spoke frantically; even faster than normal, which was an incredible feat in its own 
right. Hell she was even jittering a little bit. It was hard to tell though if that was 
because she probably had a gallon’s worth of sugar in her system right now or 
because it was actually kind of chilly in here. Justin’s jaw slowly fell with bafflement. 


“There was like... An entire bin of sugar packets!” Justin commented with shock. 
Who the hell let her put all that sugar in her coffee? Like, even ignoring the fact that 
sugar and her clearly did not mix well, there is NO way that much sugar could be 
healthy. It was amazing her blood pressure didn’t go through the roof and kill her. 
But then, she hadn’t finished her coffee yet, so that remained to be seen. She 
smiled, hands still trembling as she tried to keep her cup of coffee as still as 
possible. 


“Yeah | know, it’s great. Like it tastes awful. Like swallowing a whole pile of salt, but 
instead of salt its sugar. But my tongue is tingling. Like a bunch of pop rocks in my 
mouth. Also | can’t feel my toes. Like at all.” She grinned before taking another 
chug of the drink. Justin was pretty quick to dart over and rip the drink out of her 
hand though. She had to be out of her mind to keep drinking this shit. She seemed 
almost disappointed as it was taken from her clutches without so much as a ‘please’ 
or ‘thank you.’ 


“Christ almighty, this shit’ll give you diabetes faster than you can Say ‘this was a 
crappy idea.’” Justin shook his head with disapproval as he paced himself towards 
the kitchen area to dump this down the sink. Of course, in the process he had ran 
into Chie who was busy trying to get her homework out of the way so she wouldn’t 
have to do it tonight... or perhaps just trying to get a head-start fearing it WOULD 
take all night. She didn’t seem to fazed by what was going on around her, and that 
only served to annoy Justin. He was not Erin’s caretaker, let’s make that clear. 
Really none of them were, but if anyone had a responsibility to keep her from doing 
stupid shit like this, it was Chie since they were roommates and all. And here she 
was sitting there like she didn’t even care. “And you! What the hell were you 
thinking letting her drink this stuff.” 


“Hey don’t look at me, | hid most of the sugar packets.” Chie tried to defend herself, 
though it was kind of half-hearted. She had tried pretty much everything in her 
power to keep her away from that coffee machine, but hey, if she wanted coffee, 
she wanted coffee. It wasn’t really Chie’s place to tell her no, she couldn’t drink 
that. She was just happy they had decaf, though that really didn’t help when she 
poured like 12 packs of sugar in her coffee. She might as well have just drank the 
sugar and saved herself the time. 


“Oh that? Yeah you should find a better hiding spot for that. | found it really quick. 
Like at first | was like, | need more sugar, but there was nothing in the bin, and | was 
really sad. But, but then | checked the cabinet... and there was nothing there either. 
But then | checked the fridge. And there they were. Right there on the shelf. Behind 
the milk, but also kind of not. Like it was behind and to the side. The right side. | 
mean, not the milk’s right side, your right side when you look-“ 


“WE GET IT!” Chie and Justin cut her off. Dead god, this girl must have no problems 
bullshitting on an essay, she seemed to have nothing but words, words, words on 
every topic ever discussed ever. Chie shook her head before slamming her skull 
against her homework in front of her, effectively sticking it to her forehead when 
she eventually lifted it back up. “So... uh... You remember how she said she took 
pills?” 


“Yeah.” Chie sighed before rolling her chair backwards and sticking her hand into 
the trash, pulling out a pill bottle. It was completely empty. Now that could mean 
one of three things. One, she never had any pills in the first place, which would 


explain why she wasn’t taking them. Two, she had either taken all the pills at once 
or found a way to get rid of them, though the former was much less likely given she 
was Still alive. But then, she just drank a good dozen or so packets worth of sugar. 
Or three, she ran out, which happened with medication, though you had to wonder 
why she came with such a few amount of pills if that were the case. You'd think 
she'd fill up before going to college. Wasn’t like this was a one night thing after all... 
unless that was the intention all along. One could only imagine how irritating it must 
be to take medication on a daily basis that regulated your behavior. Maybe she was 
just fed up with it. If that were the case though, she certainly didn’t act like it. Like, 
she legitimately sounded like she meant to take them but kept forgetting them. 
“So, we have the day off, we’ll just go to town and get them refilled.” 


“Do you see a label on there!?” Chie pointed out, with annoyance. You don’t think 
she didn’t think of doing that before dropping the bottle into the trash? She didn’t 
want to have her bouncing up and down in the bed all night you know! Justin shifted 
the tube around, grimacing as he realized that label had been ripped clean off the 
bottle. It made him wonder whether Erin was the one to rip it off or if this was just a 
generic bottle she used instead of the one it was prescribed in, but you know, it 
didn’t really matter. Point was, he had no way of actually knowing what her 
prescription was. How was he supposed to get a refill? 


“Erin, do you know what pills you’re supposed to be taken.” Justin questioned, 
looking over his shoulder at the girl, who had been kicking her feet back and forth. 
That was probably an effect of the sugar to be honest, though don’t think for a 
second she wouldn’t be fidgeting if she wasn’t on a sugar rush. 


“Nope, none at all. Ma always filled out my prescriptions for me. It was a really long 
name though. It was like... pronounced... supercalifragilisticexpialidocious... no wait, 
that was Disney song. | have no idea, it was really long. Like super long. Like it took 
her at least three seconds to say the whole name. | think it began with a b. I’m not 
sure though. Might a have been ac. There’s a one in twenty six percent chance it is 
ac.” 


“One and twenty- THAT’S THE WHOLE ALPHABET!” 


“Mhmm, yeah | know.” Justin sighed, shaking his head before dropping the pill 
container back on the counter. He was gonna have to figure this out, and when he 
did, he was going to need that. But for now, he had a headache the likes of no 
other. He darted immediately for the fridge, sticking his hand out and pulling out a 
can of beer. Yes, in the morning. If you had to deal with this crap on a daily basis 
and there was alcohol readily available to you, you’d do the same exact thing. 
Didn’t mean Chie wasn’t gonna flip out though. She was really not cool with that. 


“Justin! That’s alcohol!” 


“Yeah | know.” 


“It’s nine in the morning!” 


“It’s five o’clock somewhere.” Justin sighed as he popped the thing open and 
immediately down the entire thing. Still tasted awful, but goddamn he needed to do 
something to numb the pain shooting through his skull. You know, aspirin would 
have been good for that too, but this seemed like a much more dramatic option, 
and you know how much Justin loved drama. He finished that thing in maybe 30 
seconds before slamming the can into the floor (because | guess the trash wasn’t 
going to get the message across that he was angry) before marching over to a seat 
besides Chie and rubbing at his forehead. Chie growled with frustration before 
leaning back and picking up Justin’s mess for him. It was hard for her to decide what 
she was angrier about, Justin getting drunk AGAIN or that he was going to litter on 
the floor when the trash was right there. 


“Actually if you go by standard time conventions, it’s not five 0’ clock anywhere, it’s 
five twenty three in-“ 


“| was rounding.” 


“Oh okay.” Justin sighed, bloodshot eyes staring at Erin for a moment before his 
gaze passed over to Chie, giving him the stinker eye and folding her arms in front of 
her. It was pretty obvious she disapproved of Justin’s drinking antics, though Justin 
could not understand why. He had one drink to loosen up, that’s it. He wasn’t 
getting DRUNK. Though to be fair, with Justin, one drink was all it took to really take 
him down a notch. “Get it out of your system.” 


“Are you a complete idiot?” 


“No, if | didn’t get drunk right now I'd be an idiot. If | got drunk any other time I’d be 
an idiot. Right now I’m being smart.” Justin countered, slightly cranky. Oh sure, he 
said Chie should just get it out of her system and yell at him so he wouldn’t have to 
argue, but | guess Justin had a hard time just swallowing bullshit. Even if it really 
wasn’t bullshit at all. 


“Hey are you guys fighting? You guys shouldn’t fight.” 


“| appreciate the gesture, but-“ Justin cut Erin off. It was nice to think she was 
thinking about them, but really, they could sort this out without resorting to a third 
part- 


“No, | mean these walls are really thin, they’ll hear you outside.” Okay, so much for 
that. “Like if you’re arguing you should do it really quiet. Yeah, like have a shouting 
match but whisper it. It’ll be really funny and we can all laugh about it. Huh? Huh? 
Come on, laughings good for you. But seriously, you shouldn’t argue. You know 
when ever ma and pa argued, they’d usually just go upstairs and-“ 


“Th-That’s okay Erin. You don’t need to tell us about that.” 


